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Summary: This fic will cover the Marauder's first year at Hogwarts 
and will hopefully be part of a series. Follow them as they start at 
Hogwarts- the era of mischief has begun! 


1. Chapter 1- Sirius- The Day Before 

**Here is my interpretation of the Marauders' Era at Hogwarts. I 
intend for this to be a reasonably long fic and it covers their first 
year at Hogwarts. Updates should occur every week, maybe more 
regularly. I hope you like it I guess . . .** 

* *Disclaimer- all characters belong to J K Rowling 
etc** 

Sirius- 

31st August 1971 

The soft glow of the afternoon sun caressed the square. It removed 
the grime, made the piles of garbage less noticeable and gave the 
shattered windows of some of the houses a strange, ethereal beauty, 
as if winter's frozen spiders' webs had been laid across them. The 
sun had even tempted some of the usually reclusive residents out of 
their dingy houses and on to the small, unkempt area of scrubland in 
the centre of the square, which may once have been intended by the 
designers of the square as an ornamental flower garden for the 
enjoyment of square's previous, more successful, residents. They, for 
that brief sunny moment, even considered a little gardening and 
renovation. They built castles in the clouds in their heads and 
imagined the square as a place of beauty, with clean, beautiful, 
well-kept houses, a peaceful position and visualised a rose garden in 
the centre. Maybe, for a brief time, they shared the visions of the 
square's Victorian architects. 


Then they examined the shattered windows and discussed the possible 
cost of replacing them with neighbours whom, perhaps, they had not 
spoken to for a few months, and met other residents from across the 



square who they perhaps only knew by sight. They even considered 
organising a mass clean-up of the area. Mothers watched children, 
teenagers fell in love, children played and fathers smoked. All 
seemed to be at peace with the world. 

However, deep down, they all knew that as soon as the sun went down, 
or a cloud crossed the sun, it would be business as usual. The grime 
would remain uncleaned, the rubbish uncollected and more windows 
would be shattered. The scrubland would just be scrub and all would 
return to normal and the residents of Grimmauld Place would retreat 
back into their houses. For his perfect moment, though, they 
pretended to be ignorant . 

The sunlight leapt through the only clean and polished windows on the 
square. Although, it could be debated whether or not this rare house 
was actually on the square at all, as most of the neighbourhood did 
not know that it existed and saw the numbering discrepancy between 
numbers eleven and thirteen as a mere quirk. 

The sun's rays landed on a small, dark-haired boy squirming in his 
best clothes on a Louis XIV sofa. He was reasonably tall for his age 
of eleven, with a mischievous smile and usually exuding an aura of 
confidence. Now, however, he was merely squirming in discomfort. He 
did not want to be having afternoon tea with his mother; he wanted to 
be outside, playing, like the other small boys on the square, even 
though he knew that he would never actually be allowed to play with 
them. They wore dirty, old and patched clothes and knew nothing of 
magic. He was a member of, according to his parents, most important, 
wealthy and influential houses of the wizarding world and in brand 
new dress robes, however, at the moment, he would have gladly 
switched places with any of those boys playing in the 
street . 

'Sirius!' At his mother's reprimand he immediately stopped fidgeting. 
'Your aunt and cousin will be here soon, and, as the heir of the 
Black family, I expect you to behave! And sit still! Sometimes I 
wonder if you actually are my son at all. Regulus never gives me 
nearly as much bother as you.' Walburga Black, described most 
commonly by the word indomitable, turned her eyes from her eldest in 
disgust and returned them to the window. Watching and waiting. 
Although Sirius and his mother, like most member of the family, 
greatly resembled each other, physical characteristics was where the 
similarity ended in this case. 

A minute or so later the doorbell rang; the event which Walburga had 
been waiting for and the reason why Sirius had been forced into dress 
robes. The sounds of Kreacher the house elf taking outer robes and 
escorting the guests to the parlour drifted up the stairs. As usual, 
the muggles outside had not noticed the two arrivals, or the 
appearance and disappearance of the house. They were too busy soaking 
up the August sun. 

'Good afternoon, Walburga dear. How are you? And the family? Good 
afternoon Sirius. He'll be starting Hogwarts this year, will he not? 
Have you seen the state of those muggle children out there? 

Absolutely disgusting! I am surprised that you can abide it here 
sometimes, I really am!' Mrs Druella Black paused for breath 
following her tirade as soon as she entered the green furnished, 
rather dingy parlour. She was a reasonably tall woman, with blonde 
hair like her daughter, who tended to defer to Walburga, her elder 



and a member of the Black family not just through marriage. Walburga 
had also managed something Druella had not. Walburga had two sons, 
Druella only had three daughters, one of whom had been disowned that 
July. No one in the Black family spoke of it, or of Andromeda's new, 
muggle-born husband, Ted Tonks . 

'An absolute disgrace!' Agreed Walburga. 'Filth all of them! Druella, 
some tea? Narcissa, dear, why are you not sitting down? ' 

Narcissa, her cousin's elder and opposite in looks, at that moment 
shared with him one striking characterist ics , a look of this being 
the last place on earth she wanted to be. She reluctantly sat beside 
Sirius and took tea, but said nothing. 

'I hear Narcissa will do well in her OWLS.' Walburga directed at 
Druella whilst passing the sugar. Though, her tone of voice indicated 
that this was perhaps not something to be proud of. 

'A little too well if you ask me! What man wants to marry a woman who 
is cleverer than him, I ask you. I will also be surprised if her 
boyfriend still wants her after this summer's business.' Narcissa's 
mother paused to give a small shudder. Her daughter glared at the 
floor but still said nothing. To Sirius she seemed unusually quiet, 
usually his cousins spoke with him whilst the adults talked over 
them . 

'She is dating that Malfoy boy, is the not? A good, pure family.' She 
smiled benevolently at her niece, whose gaze was still focussed on 
the floor.' Anyway, as I was saying, naturally Sirius received his 
letter last month. Another Black for Slytherin. His father and I are 
so proud. Then all we have is Regulus and after that on to the next 
generation of the family.' She attempted to catch her niece's eye 
again, but was still unsuccessful. 'Toujours pur. We bought him his 
things the day after we got the letter, naturally. I suppose we shall 
be seeing you at King's Cross station tomorrow. Full of muggle filth 
and half-bloods and mudbloods as usual.' Sirius shuddered as he 
remembered the trip. For once in her life Walburga seemed proud of 
Sirius, which worried him. He was not one hundred per cent sure of 
some of the teaching of his family, Andromeda especially had made him 
doubt them. The idea of being in Slytherin did not appeal, but what 
other house would a Black be in? For the next half an hour he sat, 
eating biscuits, drinking tea and daydreaming about the next day 
whilst his mother and aunt talked, with his cousin occasionally 
joining in. He was excited about the train journey, and getting away 
from his family, from this house. However, some of his doubts 
persisted. He felt guilty leaving Regulus, his younger brother, at 
the mercy of Orion and Walburga but still. Would he make friends? 
Would he do well? Would he be in Slytherin? 

Sirius' focus returned to the conversation when the sun had moved 
further down in the sky and the muggle residents of the square had 
begun to retreat back to their houses. The spell of the sun was 
starting to break. 

' a€ i Narcissa, kindly do not look so morose, it does not suit you. 
Walburga, we need to get going. Cissa needs to finish her packing and 
prepare for the morrow. We will see you then I suppose.' Mrs D. Black 
and her daughter rose, followed by Walburga and her son and the party 
proceeded downstairs. The guests collected their outer robes and 
goodbyes were shared. 



Just as the guests were leaving, passing the troll's leg umbrella 
stand, Sirius felt his cousin catch his arm, the first time she had 
recognised his presence all afternoon. Her grip was harsh and her 
nails pressed into his arm. The adults were too busy talking to 
notice . 

'You may have been Andromeda's favourite, but you will not embarrass 
me at Hogwarts! Now is the time to decide where your loyalties lie. 

Do you understand?!' She hissed and then released his arm. Sirius was 
left standing in shock as his relatives bid him farewell and shut the 
door with the snake shaped knocker behind them. Andromeda, before she 
had left, had always been his favourite cousin, but Narcissa had 
always treated him cordially before. Bellatrix had always been the 
cruel, unpredictable one. 

_Families, _he thought, as his mother yelled at him for looking, in 
her words, 'gormless' when Druella and Narcissa had visited and not 
packing correctly. 

**So, here is the end of my first fanfiction chapter. Please review 
if you can. The next chapter will probably be on Remus.** 


2. Chapter 2- A Chance 
Chapter Two- A Chance 

* *Disclaimer- all characters etc belong to J K Rowling.** 

**Here is the second chapter a little earlier than planned. I hope 
that it is good and that you enjoy reading it ... ** 

Remus POV- 

_31__st August 1971- Evening-_ 

'Are you sure that Remus will be alright at Hogwarts? I know that he 
is bright of course, but will the other children accept him? He is so 
quiet and has met so few children of his own age. What if they find 
out about his condition? ' 

From his vantage point behind the dark wood bannister on the upper 
floor of the small cottage, the boy who was the topic of conversation 
could see his parents' worried expressions. His parents, Lyall and 
Hope Lupin were just approaching middle age, but they looked much 
older. The constant fear and regular upheavals of moving house even 
few months for the past six years had taken its toll on their 
features. Lyall had always been quite a small man with light brown 

hair, now grey, and bright eyes which belayed his vast intellect, 

although now they often looked world-weary and worn. Hope had been 
beautiful, with chestnut curls and a ready smile, but she had lost 
that long ago and her once cheery, plump face had become gaunt. Both 
currently shared their usual worried expressions, which had worsened 
since the start of March that year, when Dumbledore had come to visit 
and Remus', the boy by the bannister, life had utterly changed. 

'I am sure that he will be alright.' Lyall comforted, leaning across 

the rather shabby sofa in the centre of the small, wooden-beamed 
living room of their current cottage, to pat her hand. 'Dumbledore is 



the greatest wizard of this age and certainly the best Hogwarts 
headmaster so far. He seems certain that Remus' condition will not 
adversely affect his schooling and I trust Dumbledore. Anyway, like 
you said, our son in bright and kind so I am sure that he will make 
friends quickly. As for keeping them, unless he broadcasts his 
condition, which I know he is clever enough not to do, all should be 
well.' Hope smiled hesitantly, seeming somewhat comforted by her 
husband's response. They then fell silent as Lyall began to read a 
report on some apparition activity nearby, and Hope resumed knitting 
a large red and gold scarf. 

At that point Remus decided to return to bed, deciding that, as his 
parents seemed to think that he would do well at school, he should 
allow his worries to be somewhat alleviated and he could sleep. He 
tiptoed carefully across the landing, avoiding the floorboards he 
knew creaked, and into his gabled bedroom. It was a very small room, 
but cosy. Books covered the walls, although there were gaps which his 
schoolbooks usually occupied. Before March Remus had known that he 
would always be home educated, but then this fact become obsolete and 
the books were now carefully packed in his leather trunk. The rest of 
the room was filled with the wardrobe, desk, a toy chest which was 
rarely used, and the bed. His mother's handmade rugs dotted the floor 
in an attempt to make the wooden room even more homely. They did not 
entirely succeed in the eyes of the room's young occupant. He had 
moved house so many times, to ensure that his lycanthropy was not 
notice and the family not ostracised, that home was wherever his 
parents were, not in a particular house, cottage or county. 

The small, rather peaky, light-brown haired boy crept under his 
blankets and extinguished the gas lamp. As he rested his head on the 
pillow he let his mind wander, wander back to the first of March 
1971, the day his life and prospects had completely 
changed . 

_1 st. March 1971-_ 

The day had started normally, to be honest. The family had just moved 
house again to their current cottage in a rural part of north Wales. 
Previously they had been in Hampshire but the wizards in the 
community had begun to connect Remus' regular periods of illness, and 
his parents' reluctance to allow him to play with other children, to 
the lunar cycle and people would soon have begun to call werewolf. 
They always moved when the rumours started, it was safer for all 
involved that way. Remus had not minded the move, he had not known 
anyone in his old village particularly well and as long as his 
parents were with him all was well. They were a very close family, 
which partially made up for the lack of contact he had with children 
of his own age. 

Remus' mother had woken him later than usual, had given him a full 
cooked breakfast and fussed over him as he ate. This was mostly due 
to the fact that he had had a particularly rough transformation a 
couple of days before. His wolf form had been growing stronger; it 
had nearly broken out of the outbuilding in which he had been 
confined, causing his father to have to do a quick bit of complex 
magic to avert catastrophe. As usual, Remus had emerged with an 
assortment of cuts, bites and a feeling of guilt as in the back of 
his mind he always knew that his lycanthropy was the reason for his 
family's regular moves. Mostly that feeling soon disappeared, though, 
as his parents hugged him, patched him up and sent him to bed. Lyall 



had also vowed to be more careful in the future. Hope had just 
stroked her son's hair until he fell asleep. 

Remus ' father had already gone to work and as soon as the boy had 
finished his breakfast her went to the desk in his room and started 
on his school work. A family discussion had occurred over Remus' 
schooling, and the result was that he had started first year work 
under the supervision of his father soon after Christmas as he was 
unlikely to ever be able to attend school. The boy was bright and was 
already half way thought the work, though he only learnt the theory 
as he could not yet usually use a wand because of his age. Schoolwork 
was invariably finished by the time his father got home, when he 
would any questions he had and the family would spend the evening 
together . 

Lyall had just got home as usual and was talking about his day, which 
had involved a particularly vicious poltergeist, with Hope in the 
kitchen whilst she cooked the family's tea. Remus himself was playing 
on the multi-coloured rag rug by the warmth of the fire in the living 
room. His parents had allowed him to play with one of his eleventh 
birthday presents early; a particularly magnificent set of 
gobstones . 

'Luckily we were called in early or it could have done some real 
damage. How was your day? And how had Remus been?' He heard his 
father say. 

'Mmh, pretty good and he seems a€ i Wait, was that someone at the 
door?' Silence. No one ever visited them. Hope and Lyall always 
discouraged visitors with one lie or another. 

With his wand drawn, Lyall slowly proceeded to and opened the old oak 
front door. An elderly man with a long white beard and twinkling blue 
eyes faced him. The man's dark blue robes matched his pointed, star 
encrusted hat, which brushed the roof of the lean to protecting the 
door from the worst of the elements. 

'Good evening, Mr Lupin.' Was the man's greeting. Lyall appeared 
rattled . 

'Dumbledore. I am sorry but you cannot come in. We have just moved 
house and there are still boxes everywhere. My son, Remus, also is 
sick. Very contagious. Nasty business. I am sorry but you must go. 
Good evening . ' 

'It is actually Remus I wanted to speak to you about. He turns eleven 
soon, doesn't he? But if he is ill I shall return later, I don't mean 
to intrude. Good night.' Remus' father closed the door with a 
relieved sigh. 

'Who was is, dear?' His wife called to him. She could not keep the 
slight nervous tremor out of her voice. 

'It was nothing, here, let me help you with those crumpets.' 

Both parents were so distracted that they did not notice the slight 
creak of the back door, or the small draft of icy spring air which 
caressed the floor, causing the rags in the rugs to move slightly and 
the curtains to gain a water-like motion for a second or so. They 
also missed the pause in the sounds of their son playing, which 



before had drifted into the kitchen through the open door to the 
hall. By the time they had relaxed enough to focus, the sounds had 
resumed . 

'Ah, Remus, here is your a€ | Who is this?! ' Hope exclaimed, which was 
accompanied by the sound of breaking china as the plate she had been 
carrying dropped out of her hands. 'Lyall!' 

Her husband close to ran into the room to find his wife standing by 
the remains of their tea, and his son sitting happily in the midst of 
a gobstone game with the man he had prevented, he thought, from 
entering the house only five minutes before. 

'I thought I had told you that Remus was sick and we couldn't receive 
visitors now. Professor? ' 

'I understand that you want to protect Remus, ' the professor replied, 
'however, I am well aware of his condition and wish to make you a 
preposition. Please, sit down. Maybe we could have some crumpets 
whilst we talk. I do love them. Your son here is incredibly good at 
gobstones; he could join the club if he comes to Hogwarts in 
September.' That gained a slight gasp from Remus. His parents 
exchanged doubtful glances of incredulity. 'As you probably know I am 
not headmaster of Hogwarts and I believe that every young witch and 
wizard deserves an education. Madam Pomfrey, the school nurse, and I 
have been discussing Remus' condition and believe that it is 
manageable enough for him to attend Hogwarts this year. We would take 
him to a secure location for his transformations and would obviously 
keep his condition a secret. I will explain the precautions that we 
intend to take further in a letter closer to the time. He is a very 
clever child and it would be a shame for him not to reach his 
educational potential.' Dumbledore smiled at the boy before him, who 
looked from his parents to the headmaster. His face showed a mixture 
of hope and fear. 

'Would I really be able to go? Really?' 

'Yes, I believe it could be possible.' 

Hope and Lyall sat down, and began to talk with Dumbledore whilst 
Remus was absorbed in reading his Hogwarts letter, which the 
professor had just handed to him. 

_31 .st August 1971-_ 

Now, on the eve of the start of term, Remus smiled to himself and 
rolled over. Despite everything, he could not wait to start school 
tomorrow . 

**Thanks for reading! Please review if possible as I would like to 
know what you think of this story and how I can grow as a writer. At 
some point during this week the next chapter, which will be about 
James will be posted then hopefully Peter's chapter and then the 
Marauders will come together! Have a good day, Lizzie Charley 
: ) * * 


End 
f ile . 



